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Cats бүк BLUE 


by Feather Dancer 


7:32 


Chat Noir is late. In fact he's late late and Marinette hopes he appreciates that if 
he was literally anybody else she’d have long since thrown her hands up and gone 
straight home instead of scowling at her phone screen. For someone who is Ladybug’s 
partner in helping defend Paris from regular akuma attacks and the occasional oddity 
his inability to keep a schedule otherwise borders on nightmarish with how frequently 
he stumbles in late for daytime patrols. Sure, he’ll be ready with an apology as always, 
will throw in some form of excuse alongside a pun and be wearing a smile akin to a stray 
seeking attention but that doesn’t stop the growing feeling of being stood up. Slipping 
the device back into her handbag with an annoyed huff she resumes scanning the 
skyline for any sign ofthe wayward kitty. The humble street corner they had agreed to 
meet at is well lit at least. 


Some time ago upon а rare free evening whilst taking a break perched on the 
higher beams that form the Eiffel Tower she did ask what his deal was to which his 
shoulders became oddly tense and ears flattened against his skull as though expecting 
the worst. After watching her gingerly for a moment or two of extended silence he 
quietly admitted that his civilian life is often so busy that it could be difficult to get away 
meaning he's also relies on the news for hearing about an attack ifhe was nowhere near 
the fallout. He swore he doesn't mean to leave her hanging like that so much, really! 
Even if it does takes longer to reach her than he’d like he promised that he’ll always have 
her back no matter what. What sort of Ladybug would she be if she didn't believe in him 
right now? Grudgingly another five minutes is added to the clock because again it's him 
though her foot has started to tap with impatience. 


“You are looking rather lovely this evening if I do say so myself” The sudden voice 
makes her start and when a hard stare is levelled over her shoulder at the culprit he has 
the audacity to smile innocently and take a very leisurely bow. 


“Ever so sorry for keeping you waiting, Marinette. A door was rather rudely shut 
forcing me to take an alternative route here” 


While there is clear irritation on her face when she spins on heels to address him 
properly over crossed arms it's hard to be truly annoyed with him despite offering such 
a weak excuse. At his request her chosen outfit for this evening is more comfortable and 
less ‘ofa Mary Poppins risk, his words, in the form of a cropped jacket covered in 
varying embroidery tests, a top with a delicately ruffled waistline and fitted dark navy 
leggings so he better be grateful for the unusual spring warmth. The flat shoes she’d 
opted for over heels are the only reason her feet haven't started to ache yet. 


“Foiled by a door handle you say despite having opposable thumbs?” Is asked 
with a raised brow. 


“Ah no, more claws make for rather poor lockpicks that was proving the issue...” 
And oh he's turning ever so sheepish with that light blush on his cheek making for such 
a lovely contrast on a face that rarely understands the concept of embarrassment. 


“Anyway! If you're still interested would you like to head over there now? I might 
be lacking a yo-yo but rest assured there is a scenic route to our destination on offer as 
long as you don't mind being carried. My general method of transportation is a bit more 
hm, paws on the ground I could say.” 


“Long as you don't try and drop me I don't see why not” Chat's expression 
crinkles with soft laughter while unclipping his staff with one hand and offering the 
other intent, keeping up the act of a perfect gentleman for this very unusual soiree. 
Gracing it with fingertips the hand is used as a guide into his space where she then tucks 
herselfinto his side before snaking her arms around his neck. It's not the first time he's 
carried her like this, she thinks while he secures her around the waist, though normally 
it's a frantic attempt to get her away from immediate danger and makes it all the 
weirder to get comfortable first over a pure scoop and run. 


“Would never even dream of it. Hold on tight now, Princess.” 


Marinette will not deny that when Chat had initially proposed the idea she half 
suspected that he might have been trying to oversell the view given his habit for whimsy 
at the most random times. Sure, the one en-route set a high standard because it turns 
out when you're not focused on where you're going lest you smack face first into a 
building you actually have chance to behold Paris at an impossible angle but when he 
carefully sets her down on an amongst the greenery it's becomes a whole new form of 
spectacle. Within seconds her feet are following the paved slabs that form a curving 
pathway through the rooftop garden with plants and flowers tucked in beds between 
the gravel soaks. Though it splits in other directions she concentrates on the metal 
bench dead ahead taking pride and place near the edge of the apartment block offering 
her palms warmth absorbed from the course of the day when touched. Instead of sitting 
she leans against this solid barrier from the rest of the world beyond and below and 
simply admires the first licks of colour beginning to decorate the skyline that threatens 
to turn pastel at any moment unwilling to miss even a second. Her creative inclined 
mind attempts to fish through so many words for any description that could do justice 
to the beauty in a way it truly deserves but only one of note manages to fall from her 
mouth: 


“Wow, just wow.” 


Chat’s footfalls are far louder than they need to be likely to help with awareness 
of his approach given his annoying habit for silence when he truly puts his mind to it. 
He’s ambushed her many times both in and out of the suit if by accident making the 
effort very welcomed. They finally still when black leather creeps into the edges of her 
vision and out the corner of her eye she finds his head tilted in question as if to ask if 


he's allowed to be this close or if he should take a step to the side. Her permission to stay 
is granted in the form of a half-distracted nod. 


“This is a reconverted space I discovered back when they were still getting 
started, kept an eye on it ever since as I thought it was a really cool idea? All the 
residents are allowed access or heroes wanting to enjoy, I’ve been caught a few times 
now which is how I know for certain there's no cameras. So a nice green space, happens 
to be helping the local wildlife too and it’s one of the best places to see the sun set in the 
evenings, he says, folding his arms over the curved edge close enough to brush while 
leaving one hand free to gesture vaguely when needed. 


“Even if it doesn’t end up giving you a burst of inspiration you can't beat a good 
one, right? I’ve always taken them as a sign even the worst days will end when Pm 
allowed the pleasure.” 


The exhale sounds wistful as the reds and oranges dominate any attempt pink 
makes for their own introduction to festivities. Is it the difference in height that is 
making everything seem so much more appealing? The fact there is nothing is in the 
way? The whole being able to switch off for a while maybe? She's hoping Tikki is taking 
advantage of being able to enjoy too, having already ensured her handbag is on the 
opposite side so she can act as a body block from immediate sight. Things have barely 
started yet she's already tempted to ask to come again with her sketchbook given her 
mind is already becoming a whirr of ideas for design or new coloured ensembles. His 
nearest shoulder a nudge for attention. 


“I hope you realise this is a friend date because I already have a boyfriend, kit cat. 
Not that I don't appreciate you, just want to make absolutely sure enjoying this is a 
mutual thing not romantic” He sucks in a breath as if shocked by this dramatic 
development in her love life and she can imagine he’s wearing a face to perfectly match 
with tail all a twitch knowing him. 


“You shouldn't be saying such things around me, you know what they say about 
cats and their curiosity! Would this mystery purr-rson be anybody I might have heard of 
by any chance...?” 


Hm, how honest to be? Well there's a very high possibility there's an Agreste 
advert somewhere around here even if they're wearing а model smile instead of the true 
one that has to be earned instead of coached for to see. Adrien had sent a text earlier 
mentioning he will be stuck at a gala curtsey of his pére tonight and how he’d much 
rather be spending it with her instead, understanding all too well she sent a cat photo 
back as a pick me up. It's really tempting to grab a photo of the view for him actually, a 
nice reminder that the outside world will be waiting no matter how long it takes. He'd 
like that and literally the only reason she's dithering is she's not sure of what Chat will 
make of the idea so maybe it's a good idea to poke first, just a little. 


“Perhaps? If you'd like a clue he happens to be the face of a popular brand to the 
point you can't move for seeing him in the city” She can hear the faint taps of a claw 
against a cheek along with a hmn indicating he’s thinking very carefully and likely has a 


tongue peeking out the side. The snap of his fingers means he must have got an idea 
confirmed by him leaning against her with a wide grin or at least he is until forcibly 
shoved away to the sounds of laughter from both. 


“Picked up a model huh? Good for you. Regardless if I’m right or not on the who, 
he's a very lucky guy and I hope he knows that; you're a wonderful girl, Mari. Truly” Her 
face probably matches some of the strongest reds that have yet to burn away from how 
fast the stupid fluster ambushed. She badly wants to point out that the lucky one is her, 
incredibly so, but the best she can do is will her stupid body to stop trying to reward his 
compliments before he gets any ideas. Time for a distraction... 


“Hmph what about you then, any beau of your arm? And don't lie to me now by 
saying Ladybug!” 


“Oh ho digging a little are we! Well let us see, yes there is a very special lady who 
changed my entire life from the day we met, constantly keeps me on my toes and my 
heart is simply done for~” The words are sly almost like they're holding onto a secret 
that they're not ready to part with and she is admittedly curious herself who that could 
be but that would mean prying into something she's not meant for. 


“Га be completely lost without her and her beautiful bluebell eyes. You have that 
in common actually, one of the first things I noticed the first time we met” 


What 
What 


Nope we’re ignoring that and the fact he’s said the same thing about Ladybug 
completely. It was a slip of the tongue that's all. There's no way she’s the only one with 
that eye colour in all of Paris, there's far too many people for that to be possible. Okay 
distraction plan two, go! 


“I know from all our balcony talks you've had ups and downs in your regular life 
but I’m really glad you've found someone that makes you happy, you deserve it. Really.” 
He lets out what is probably the most lovelorn sound she has ever heard from anyone 
otherthan herself before rhythmically tapping away on the arm nearest to her as 
though needing concrete to steady his thoughts. 


“Coming from you that really does mean a lot. One day P'd love to tell her about 
Chat Noir just to see her expression, maybe have a few rooftop dates or sneaking a few 
presents to somewhere I know she'll be I don't know, Га need a bit of time for planning 
and adjustment I think. Contrary to popular belief I am a bit of a romantic at heart.” Her 
scoff isn't mean spirited in the slightest. 


“You? The hero who could have done anything today instead remembered me 
complaining that it's been a really rough week and decided to ask if he could go out and 
watch the sunset together? Га never have guessed that in a million years,” she says while 
leaning against him, this time placing a hand over the one that seems determined to 
fidget. Hopefully this will help to ground before any budding anxieties cause him to 


float away and miss out on the purple making its final entrance to the stage. Twilight 
will be lowering the curtains soon to end the piece of beautiful theatre meaning it’s not 
the best time to blink. 


“Of all the lucky girls in Paris, thank you for thinking of me” 


“Hey, what are friends for?” His voice manages to turn all kinds of soft and when 
she risks a glance she's struck by how he's looking at her the exact same way he would 
Ladybug as though he knows that she is the other girl he keeps a torch burning for. 
That's impossible of course, even Adrien has no idea so how could Chat? After flashing a 
sweet smile green shifts back towards the horizon leaving her to wonder about masks 
and how much they truly manage to hide as the sun finally makes it's departure. 


50 ENDING A ау 


by JuliaFC 


Summary: Cats are curious creatures. After having helped Marinette rehearse her love 
declaration the night he faced Glaciator again, Chat Noir decides to pop at her balcony 
once more, to check on her progress with her beloved Buttercup. But when he finds out 
that she's still unable to talk to him, he decides to lend her a paw again. 


Betas: Padmsanakin, Cocolatte, Rose Minou, Etoile-Lead-Sama 


Disclaimer: This story is based on characters and situations created and owned by (c) 
Thomas Astruc, TSı Bouygues, Disney Channel, Zagtoon, Toei Animation. No money is 
being made and no copyright or trademark infringement is intended. 


Written for my friend Agrestebug. Happy belated Christmas! :) 


"Marinette Dupain-Cheng," said Chat Noir from the top of the rooftop over her 
balcony. Marinette was lost in her thoughts, her elbows resting loosely on the railings. 
She clearly hadn't heard him, so Chat Noir waited on the rooftop. 


"Marinette?" he repeated eventually and saw her getting startled. 
She turned around. "Good evening, Chat Noir, what brings you here tonight?" 


"Sorry, I didn't mean to intrude, but..." He landed with feline elegance on the floor 
of her balcony. "Cats are curious. Did you talk to that Buttercup of yours?" 


Marinette looked away as soon as he mentioned the nickname. "Uh, ah, n-no, not 
yet..." she muttered, her gaze landing on the ground next to his boots. 


Chat Noir tsked. "Why? Your love declaration was really good. Why did you spend 
all that time the other night rehearsing it if you didn't even use it?" 


Marinette sighed. "It's...complicated, Chat. I-I thank you for your interest but...I 
don't think I'll ever have the courage to tell him." 


"Why?" He raised an eyebrow. 


Marinette drooped her shoulders and lowered her head. "He...I'm...oh, it's too 
embarrassing—I can't do it! Every time I'm with him, I stumble over my words; what I 
want to say just dies in my throat as soon as he looks at me. I've tried everything. 
Keeping charts, stalking his schedule, rehearsing in my head even just the act of talking 
to him, so many times that the words just come out of my ears but it never works! I'm so 
screwed!" She cupped her hands to her face and groaned, until she felt Chat Noir's hands 


firmly grabbing her shoulders. She jerked up, blinking and looking at the boy with her 
eyes wide. 


"Marinette, what are you talking about?" he asked, looking her straight in the eye. 


Marinette brought her fingers to her mouth and started chewing on her nails. 
"Uuuuuh...y-you see..." 


Chat Noir scratched his head. "You mentioned...charts? Schedules? Wha—?" 


"Okay," said Marinette with a big sigh, her eyes closed as if she was walking to the 
gallows. She put her hands on his arms and forcefully moved him around. "Come with 


me. 


That's how Chat Noir found himself in Marinette's room, raising an eyebrow as he 
looked carefully at a chart attached to the wall. There were many different squares in 
the chart, with many different drawings, depicting baguettes, flowers, Marinette's head 
with hearts on them, and different numbers. Up to 50. 


"What exactly am I looking at?" he asked, scratching his chin. 


"This is my step by step chart on how to get to talk to Ad—ah, Buttercup. It goes 
through all the stages including holding hands, giving him presents, doing him a favour 
and...things like that." 


Chat Noir furrowed his brows again as he reviewed every step that she had nicely 
depicted on her chart. "But Marinette...aren't you exaggerating a little? I mean, you seem 
to be trying to plan every single detail of what will happen." 


"Yeah, that's right," interrupted Marinette. "And yet, it doesn't work. It never 
works!" She put her hands in her hair and tried to pull at it. Then she moved to a big 
trunk near her desk and opened it, revealing hundreds of nicely wrapped presents. "I 
have spent ages making all these presents. I have one for every single possible 
combination of things that can happen to him." She started taking out one by one and 
throwing them to the ground. "If he broke a leg. For his name day. For his graduation. If 
he won a tournament. If he—" 


"Wow, this is mental..." muttered Chat Noir under his breath, causing Marinette to 
slouch her head again. When he saw that, the boy put his hands up and quickly added, 
"Uh, mental but sweet. Very sweet. He's a lucky boy, Marinette." 


But the girl didn't lose her pout. "What's the point if I can never tell him about it?" 
She picked each and every present she had thrown to the ground and dumped it back 
inside the trunk. "He will never know, because I will never tell him. There will never be 
the perfect moment, the perfect occasion..." 


Chat Noir scratched the back of his neck. "Well, maybe...okay, maybe I'm not the 
best person to give you suggestions on how to declare yourself to the love of your life, 
well, because, you know, I haven't been very successful up to now—" 


"You have told her every time though," admitted Marinette. "I wish I had your 
ability to improvise, Chat Noir. Really. I swear to God. I would love to be able to be just 
like you, go to Ad—ah, Buttercup and tell him exactly how I feel." 


"Do it then!" he challenged her. 

She cupped her hands to hide her face. "Noooooo! I can't do it!" 
"What are you scared about?" 

She looked at him as if he had two heads. 

"Marinette? What are you scared about?" 


Her eyebrow twitched and she paled considerably as she stared at him blankly. 
Then she made another big sigh and lowered her gaze. "He's way out of my league." 


Chat Noir looked again at the chart in front of him. Then he moved his gaze and 
reviewed every and each of the presents he could see in the trunk. "To be completely 
honest, Marinette, and I don't want to offend this Buttercup in any way but...I think he's 
the one who doesn't deserve you." He looked inside the trunk and picked up one of the 
packets, uttering a big sigh. "I wish someone would take such great care to make so 
many presents for me. Although—it's a little creepy. You must have enough presents to 
cover any occurrence of his life until he's at least 20." 


"25..." sighed Marinette. 


Chat Noir cringed. "Мом" He stared at the present in his hand for a long time, 
then glanced at Marinette and back at the present. "You know what? I think you just 
need a little more practice to talk to him about it and maybe you'll get enough 
confidence to do it for real." 


"What have you got in mind?" she asked. 


Chat Noir smiled. "I'll lend you a paw. Like we did for your love declaration. I'll 
come around at the end of my solo patrols and you can rehearse with me whatever you 
want. Giving him a present, talking to him, trying to hold his hand...whatever. 
Rehearsing with a boy will make it more real in your head, and I promise I'll behave. 
How does that sound?" 


To his great surprise, Marinette's gaze went from shocked to determined in a 
matter of seconds, and eventually she nodded. 


"Deal!" she said decisively, to then soften her gaze in a way that Chat Noir felt his 
insides melt. "Thank you, it's so very kind of you to do this for me." 


And that's how they started. Chat Noir would pop around at Marinette's balcony 
once or twice a week, any time he would go on a solo patrol, and they would go through 
anything that the girl felt was going to be her next attempt at trying to grab Buttercup's 
attention. 


"Any news for me?" asked Chat Noir one day. He drooped his shoulders when 
Marinette shook her head. "A bit more practice, then." 


He was determined. She seemed to be determined too. But the more she tried, the 
more it didn't work. 


More weeks went by. 

"Marinette, you can't carry on like this." 

"Sorry! I do really try, Chat Noir. I just...can't do it!" 

He sighed and followed her in her room. "Let's practice a bit more, shall we?" 
Weeks became months, then more months, and again more months. 


"At this rate you will only confess when you're in your fifties!" said Chat Noir one 
evening, after the upteenth failed attempt she was recalling to him. 


She lowered her head in shame. "I know, I can't help it." 


"You should be able to talk to him without stumping on your words after all the 
practice you had with те" 


Marinette raised an eyebrow, but Chat Noir folded his arms on his chest and 
mirrored her sarcastic glance back at her. 


"I'm serious, Marinette, if you don't do it now, you'll never do it." He grabbed her 
hand and Marinette looked up at him with her eyes wide as he continued, "What's 
stopping you?" 


She blushed deep red as her gaze locked into his. They fell silent for a very long 
time, staring in each other's eyes, both unable to utter a word, almost as if by saying 
something a magic spell that held them there, one in front of the other, would be broken. 


He squeezed her hand more strongly, and this must have startled Marinette a 
little because she blinked, as if waking up from a dream. Then she sighed and looked 
away. "I-I d-don't know if I love him anymore." 


Chat Noir gasped. "What?" 
She glanced at him and blushed a deeper shade of red. 
"After all this time...?" he muttered to himself. 


"I'm sorry," she whispered. "It's just...it's not working. And the more I tried, the 
more I rehearsed, the more I started to realise that maybe I didn't feel the same 
anymore. That maybe someone else has started to take his place in my heart and—I'm 
confused now." She balled her hands into fists and raised both to the sides of her head, 
closing her eyes shut. "I've been for months trying to declare my love for Adrien and 
sudden—" 


When she mentioned the name, Chat Noir gasped loudly. She turned around to 
look at him and frowned, until she realised what she had said and slapped her hand to 
her mouth. "Whoops!" She cringed. "S-sorry, I didn't want to say it, it just came out" 


"A-adrien? You mean...Adrien Agreste? The model?" Chat Noir widened his eyes as 
his mouth opened in shock when Marinette nodded. 


"Yeah. I swear, it's not a celebrity crush. I know him in real life; I go to school with 


him! 

She was so inward looking that she missed the big sigh of relief that Chat Noir 
made, and also the genuine smile that stretched his lips immediately after. She didn't 
see the soft look in his eyes, nor the excitement in his features as she poured her heart 
out to him and explained exactly how she had fallen in love with Adrien. Well, at least 
she missed them until Chat Noir didn't divert her attention to it, by grabbing her hand 
and lifting up her chin to force her to look him in the eye. But as soon as he did that, his 
gaze suddenly clouded and his expression darkened. 


"Y-you don't love him anymore?" he asked, causing Marinette to groan and look 
away. 


"Well, it's complicated. Im-mean, I think I still love him, b-but..." She took a big 
breath. "I-I know that you already rejected me once, because you're in love with 
Ladybug. I know this won't change anytime soon and that I'm just setting myself up for 
the very failure I was trying to avoid all these months, but..." 


At her words, his ears perked up and his gaze changed from unhappy to almost 
ecstatic. "You love me?" he breathed out. 


She glanced shyly at him. "Well, let's say that the months of practice have had...a 
collateral effect." Then, she looked at him with renewed determination. "But I shouldn't 
have told you, because I still love Adrien. My heart flutters when I see him, I still can't 
put two words together in his presence, Chaton. He still takes my breath away. But...as 
we rehearsed, you have sneaked your way into my heart and now I'm confused. Because 
I love him but I love you too. And not as a friend..." 


She said all that like an avalanche, word after word, her eyes closed and her hands 
covering her ears. Chat Noir grabbed her hands and brought them towards him, kissing 
her knuckles. 


"Oh, Marinette," he whispered into her hand. "You have no idea how many times 
I've kicked myself for rejecting you. How many times, while I helped you rehearse, I've 
wished I was that Buttercup you so raved about. How many times I questioned the 
burning sensation in my heart, trying to call it anything except what it should've been 
called! 


Now it was Marinette's turn to look him in the eye and frown. "Wh-what?" 


He used one of his hands to lift her chin while still holding one of her hands with 
the other. His look was so intense when his forehead pressed on hers that Marinette 
started feeling weak in her knees. 


"I love you too." He smiled softly at her and pushed а lock of jet black hair behind 
her ear. "I'm so glad that it was me all along. I..wouldn't have been able to bear another 
rejection. Even from you." 


Marinette furrowed her eyebrows further as she moved a little backwards to give 
him a good look. She was about to say something and inquire about what he meant with 
'it was me all along, but she noticed that his soft smile had turned sly. 


"Claws in," he whispered so quietly that she almost didn't hear it. When she saw 
the green light buzz through his body, she covered her eyes. He prevented her from 
doing so though, grabbing her arms by the wrist and holding tight. She kept her eyes 
shut and squeaked. 


"No! You can't! I can't, we can't..." she protested, trying to gain back the use of her 
hands, but his grip didn't falter. 


"I want you to see me, Marinette. Please. I trust you!" He moved her hands to his 
mouth and kissed her knuckles. "Please, my Princess. Look at me," he repeated softly, 
and as he did that, he saw a few tears worming their way out of Marinette's eyes and 
wetting her cheeks. So he leaned forward and kissed them dry. 


This startled Marinette. In the shock of her surprise, her eyes fluttered open, for 
just a second. But that second was enough, for she gasped and ended up opening her 
eyes again, for good. And widened them to as big as saucers, her face turning paler as 
she lost the ability to breathe. 


"A-adrien?" She sucked all her breath in as her horrified gaze locked with those 
mesmerising green eyes she had always melted in a puddle of goo in front of. Eyes that 
were scrutinising her reaction almost in fear. He raised a hand and wiggled his fingers at 
her, his confident smile replaced with a nervous grimace on his lips. 


He noticed with the corner of his eyes Plagg fly inside his shirt, emerge from it 
with his slice of Camemert, eat in one mouthful and zip away, an amused smirk on his 
tiny lips. Marinette didn't bat an eyelash, but Adrien wasn't surprised; after all, she had 
been Multimouse. 


When the clock of Notre Dame rang midnight, the boy blinked, as a few small 
snowflakes started fluttering in between them, getting more and more as time went by. 


"Merry Christmas?" he said in a shaky voice. His initial euphoric momentum that 
had given him courage had died while he waited for Marinette to react somehow to his 
reveal. 


In some way. 


In ANY way. 


Anything better than just...that. Her standing there, eyes wide, looking at him 
transfixed. 


"Marinette?" said Adrien eventually, and shook her at the shoulders, trying to take 
her out of her daze. 


"Uh...yeah. Merry...Christmas. Chat. Adrien. Chadrien. I mean...uh...Gaaaah!" She 
blushed deep red. "I...Oh my God I can't believe it." She stood and walked up and down 
her balcony. "I...rehearsed my love declarations and my strategies to seduce Adrien 
with...Adrien..." 


"They have worked..." he said with a chuckle, trying to lighten the mood, but he 
only made her blush deeper. Then, she paled. 


"I—Oh Gosh, I've rejected Adrien all this time!" 
Adrien frowned. What? 


"I—I've dumped Adrien into a rubbish bin!" She was digging her fingers into the 
skin of her cheeks, her face pale, her eyes wide, completely unaware of her surroundings 
and of the fact that he was still there. But what she was saying made his heart race. 


It couldn't be! But at the same time, it couldn't be any different, because there 
was only one person who had done that to him! He blanched. 


"My...Lady?" he whispered, but she must have heard him because she became 
even paler and cupped her hands to her mouth, hot tears falling from her eyes on her 
cheeks. 


"I'm so sorry,' she muttered to herself. 
"Sorry for what?" he inquired. 


She sighed and lowered her gaze, unable to look him in the eye. "I hurt your 
feelings so many times! I swear I didn't want to. I love you so much!" she blurted out and 
as soon as she said the last bit, she sucked her breath in and froze. "I-I m-mean—" 


"Shhhh. You said it now, I don't allow you to take it back, Marinette." He put a 
finger over her mouth. "I love you too, I told you so even before knowing that you're My 
Lady. Now I love you twice as much! 


He looked at the tears pooling into her eyes and wiped them off before hugging 
her tight. Then, he pressed a quick peck on her lips, causing her to blush deeper. But 
when she crossed his amused gaze, she slapped his shoulder and pouted. 


"What was that? I haven't waited so long and rehearsed with a superhero for 
months to just get such a tiny peck, Monsieur!" She puckered her lips and leaned 
forward, looking the image of outrage. 


He chuckled. "Your wish is my command, Purr-incess. After all, we've already 
wasted too much time; we need to make up for it!" 


As their lips met, Marinette knew that what Adrien had said was true. But they 
had finally found each other and that was what mattered. 


HEART-ÖHAPED ох 


by Jendora 


It was a quiet night in Paris. A soft breeze rustled Cat Noir’s hair as he raced 
across rooftops, keeping a watchful eye over the city. Nothing was amiss; there was no 
trouble to report to Ladybug. Everything was calm. 


Well, almost everything was calm. Movement to his right caught the attention of 
Cat Noir. Marinette, he noticed immediately. His classmate was out on her balcony, 
pacing back-and-forth with a heart-shaped box of chocolates in her right hand. 


Curious, Cat Noir stopped on a nearby rooftop and silently observed her. She was 
muttering to herself, but it was so soft that not even Cat Noir, with his enhanced 
hearing, could figure out what she was saying. 


Following the movements of Marinette with his eyes as she walked back and forth 
on her balcony was almost hypnotic for Cat Noir. Finally, he snapped himself from his 
trance and used his stick to make his way over to Marinette’s balcony. 


Marinette was facing away from Cat Noir when he landed, but he did see her 
startle slightly when she turned around and noticed his presence. “Cat Noir? What are 
you doing up here tonight?” 


“I could ask you the same question,” he told Marinette as he secured his stick 
onto his back. “It's cold out tonight. You're going to get sick if you stay out here like this? 


» 


Marinette looked down at the box of chocolates in her hands. Cat Noir could tell 
that she knew he was right. A cold winter night was no time to be outside for extended 
periods of time, especially without a magical superhero suit (and Marinette definitely 
did not have one like he did). “I was practicing and I couldn't do it in my bedroom 
because the kwa...] mean, my mom would hear and that's kind of embarrassing, you 
know?” 


Cat Noir shifted a little uneasily, “Not really?” He knew that Marinette could act 
strange sometimes and usually he just went with it, but it was way too cold out tonight 
and he did not want Marinette to be out here for too long in just her pajamas, as she was 
now. “Can I help you?” he suggested. “I helped you before, remember?” Maybe he could 
help her practice whatever she needed to rehearse and then he could convince her to go 
back inside where it was warm. 


Marinette blushed and Cat Noir was lucky enough to see it with his night vision. 
For some reason, he found that he liked making Marinette blush. “Um, I guess so. Yeah, 
you can help, if you want.” 


“So, Pm guessing that you want to give this box of chocolates to Buttercup?” Cat 
Noir pieced together, resisting the urge to snicker a little again at the code name that 
Marinette had shared with him the last time that they’d practiced together. 


Marinette looked down at the heart-shaped box in her hands. She fiddled with it 
as she nodded. “Yes” 


Cat Noir positioned himself in front of Marinette. “Okay, ГЇ be the boy that you 
like. Tell me what you would say to him.” 


Thanks to his various civilian jobs, Cat Noir felt confident to coach Marinette and 
to help her improve her confession. However, he did have to resist the urge to wince as 
Marinette stumbled and stuttered her way through her first try. It was hard to mentally 
recount all of the helpful advice to share with her when she finished, but Cat Noir made 
sure to note the most important suggestions to tell her. 


“It was bad, wasn't it?” 


“Uh, well...” Cat Noir reached his hand up to rub it down the back of his neck. He 
hoped that Marinette did not realize that he normally only did this out of nervousness. 
“It was...rough, yeah, but we can work with it. May I provide some suggestions?” 


KEE 


Marinette had tried to practice her Valentine’s Day confession in her room, but it 
had been hard with all of the kwamis out and about. They all wanted to help her but, 
with them talking over each other, the only thing that Marinette had gotten out of it was 
a headache. 


That was why, even though it was cold that night, Marinette had stepped up onto 
her balcony. She had been pacing back and forth, trying to collect her thoughts when Cat 
Noir showed up. He was not happy that she was out here tonight in the cold while 
wearing just her pajamas. When he offered to help her practice again, similar to as 
they’d done before, Marinette had been stunned but she agreed. 


Marinette felt that she’d been doing okay with her confession....until she looked 
into her partner’s eyes. She had looked into his eyes before, many times, so Marinette 
was not quite sure what exactly happened this time. Maybe it was the tenderness that 
she saw or the way that she could see herself reflected back in them. Whatever it was, it 
caused Marinette to flub up her practice confession and she ended up stumbling 
through her words. When she finished, Marinette winced a little. “It was bad, wasn’t it?” 


“Uh, well...” Cat Noir started. Marinette did not miss his little nervous gestures. He 
was trying to think of a way to nicely tell her how bad it had been. She’d noticed him 
trying to hold back a wince earlier too. “It was...rough, yeah, but we can work with it. 
May I provide some suggestions?” 


KEK 


Cat Noir knew there was a lot that Marinette could work on before offering her 
heartfelt confession to Buttercup. Still, he decided to give her two or three suggestions 
at a time for changes. He figured that they could always return and fix other smaller 
things later (or Marinette would do that on her own as she became more comfortable 
with the practice that they were doing). 


With each practice run, Marinette’s confession improved. Cat Noir could almost 
bring himselfto believe that she was actually confessing to him. Her words were so soft 
and sincere. Finally, after their latest run-through of Marinette’s confession, Cat Noir 
complimented her progress, telling her that she was definitely ready to say it for real, to 
her Buttercup. He watched for Marinette’s reaction as she shifted the box of chocolates 
around in her hands. 


“Cat Noir, could you stay longer?” 


“well, uh...” He pulled his stick from his back so he could check the time on the 
screen of his Cat Phone. It was getting a little late, but he figured that he could probably 
stick around for a short bit. “I guess so. Ido have school tomorrow, but Ican probably 
stay for a little bit...as long as we go inside. It’s too cold for you to stay out here.” 


“Deal!” Marinette agreed. “Give me a second to tidy up my room a little, okay? It's 
such a mess, little things everywhere!” 


Cat Noir watched her drop back down into her room. He waited up on the balcony 
for Marinette to call for him, which she did a few minutes later. Walking over to the 
trapdoor, Cat Noir lowered himself down into Marinette's bedroom. 


RER 


Marinette knew that Cat Noir had noticed it too. At some point in their practice 
sessions, something had changed. She had been speaking the same words but instead of 
picturing herself saying them to Adrien Agreste, Marinette had the image of Cat Noir in 
her mind. It was then that Marinette had envisioned confessing to Cat Noir with those 
very same words and having him accept her love. The thought was so weird, but love 
was strange and somehow she had fallen in love with Cat Noir! 


Cat Noir joined Marinette in her bedroom and she opened the heart-shaped box 
of chocolates. She offered it to Cat Noir, who tried to refuse. 


“I thought these were for Buttercup.” 
Marinette shrugged. “Td rather share with you” 


Cat Noir started to reach for a piece of chocolate, but then he stopped. “You know 
that cats can't eat chocolate,” he teased. 


“Well, what about the boy under the cat mask? Does he want some chocolate?” 


Cat Noir seemed to think about his answer before saying, “Yes” 


Together, they shared the chocolates from the heart-shaped box. As they did so, 
the clock struck midnight, ushering in the new day. 


“It's officially Valentine’s Day,” Marinette said with a smile. “Cat Noir, will you be 
my Valentine this year?” She waited, wondering how he would respond. 


Cat Noir gave her a soft smile. “Sure” 


Marinette leaned over to give Cat Noir a gentle kiss on his cheek. “Happy 
Valentine's Day, Cat Noir,” she told him as she leaned into his side. 


Cat Noir wrapped his arm around Marinette, pulling her closer. “Happy 
Valentine’s Day, Marinette.” 


J DARED You Jo Kiss ME 
(Ano RAN PHEN You RIED) 


by ASadWeeGhostie 


Pairing: Felinette, Marichat 
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Abusive Parent, Gaming, Who’s Idiot Is That Oh Wait That’s My Idiot, Embarrassing 
Situations, First Love. 


She's not entirely sure how she got here: nose to nose with an angry cat boy who's 
practically growling whilst she bares her teeth back. 


Clearly a perfect romantic set up to a kiss. 


Okay okay, Marinette knows EXACTLY how they got to this, but she's not sure 
when it started. Maybe around the time Felix complimented her drawing skills, 
admittedly with a clenched jaw and fist...maybe it was when Chat confessed quietly to 
Ladybug that he was lonely...or maybe it was last year when she offered him a hideout 
from the snow in her tiny room with a hot chocolate, hiding her own hurt at her 
rejection from someone she was starting to consider a friend. Melted marshmallows and 
real whole milk, his pupils blown as he licked away the cream. She had laughed then, at 
his exclamations of never having a hot chocolate so nice before. 


She's not laughing now. 


It's ridiculous how easy it was for them to be friends, despite Maman's original 
unease at a superhero targeted by a giant lying on her daughter’s bed as they 
marathoned their way through Inuyasha over the weeks.. But whilst Chat could bear his 
teeth and growl about being fierce, she knows the truth: he's a pussy cat. As was 
discovered by Papa when he dared to ruffle Chat's hair during a hissing fit at Marinette. 
The resulting purr had been so strong and loud it shook the couch. 


A fight all over a game of Mecha Strike Two. Chat was spoiled, prissy and 
bratty...but he was also kind, shy and easily embarrassed. She knows this by the way he's 
listened to her about Felix and how she wanted more for so long but being able to be his 
friend is plenty. How he's brilliant and clever, how the first time she made him laugh as 
she gagged on black coffee felt like a warm weight settling in her chest. She hears his 
tales about a father she wants to strangle for his abject cruelty about propriety, his 


adoration of Ladybug but the way he's terrified she loathes him. When she is Ladybug, 
she makes sure Chat Noir knows exactly how much she cares. 


Asa friend of course. Just a friend. 


A friend she's currently arguing with about her ability to kiss erteek ef. But he's 
wrong! Claiming first kisses are always awkward and useless, even though Kagome's kiss 
is the only thing to save Inuyasha. First kisses are romantic, life changing, and often 
they can shift the view from just friends to something more. Pressed hip to hip on her 
pink bed as his thigh high boots dangle off the edge, messy blonde hair and acid green 
eyes narrowing as they turn and face each other. 


"Like you've ever kissed anyone!" She scoffs, and Chat narrows his eyes in return. 
"Have so!" He protests, indignant as his claws dig into her blankets. 


Marinette raps his knuckles and he flinches back, "Like who? You only hang out 
with me and Ladybug and you've told me enough times that she doesn't feel the same 
way as you!" 


She even points at the cursed ring on his finger and Chat reddens, soft pink under 
his mask but acid green eyes narrow as he sneers, "Maybe not, but you haven't kissed 
anyone either!" 


She leans in with a hiss, "Keep running your mouth and I won't kiss you either!" 


He matches her energy, coming closer too, "You're dying to kiss me, Princess! Just 
admit it!" 


Noses brushing, she's tempted to bite him and make him yelp for pissing him off. 
But when she looks into his eyes she falters, swallowing. His eyes are... beautiful to say 
the very least, but up close Chat is...annoyingly attractive, all sharp cheekbones and soft 
pink lips. She doesn't want to admit it, but he almost makes her nervous, hands clammy. 
Can she wipe them on her pj shorts? Will he notice if she does? Even worse, will he 
comment on it if she does? 


Marinette's spiraling in kiss etiquette for so long she almost misses Chat's 
swallow, hands clenching and unclenching on his thighs. Wait...what is she DOING?! She's 
not supposed to even want to kiss Chat, he's her friend but...His nervousness only makes 
her worse because maybe he does want this but what if she's wrong and she gets sparks 
but he gets nothing and if he gets nothing he'll never stop teasing her and then she can't 
be Ladybug knowing she's not her partner's equal anymore because if he's BETTER then 
they're no longer in balance and- 


"Marinette?" his voice trembles. It shouldn't be noticeable but it is because she 
knows him so well. He blinks at her, and swallows again, "Are...are we really gonna do 
this?" 


"Yes?" She glances at his lips, feels her face burn and then looks straight back to his eyes, 
determinedly ignoring the way his collar gapes open to expose his collar bones, "No?" 


Here they are. On the cusp of adulthood with no experience at the Dancing Queen 
age of 17. And is it wrong to seek comfort in a friend? It'd be better with someone she 
Hkes is friends with. Especially if she can't be with the one she likes. 


But it's also really awkward. 


They bump foreheads on their first attempt, both groaning at the other about 
picking a side, bash noses the second and the third time she finds Chat staring so 
intensely into her eyes it only makes her panic. 


"Close your eyes,' she snaps. 
Chat narrows them instead, "You close your eyes," 


Marinette nearly throws her hands up in exasperation, rolling her eyes, "I give up, 
this is pointless and we can't even watch an episode without bickering! Why did Ithink 
this was a good ide-," 


And then Chat turns her head back to him with gentle fingers on her chin and- 
oh. Oh. 
They're kissing. Marinette is kissing Chat Noir. 


The first press is gentle, soft and frightened but...it's nice? Oddly comforting even. 
She sighs into it, sagging forward a little and then...Chat kisses a bit harder, hand on her 
cheek and she matches his energy, forgetting that she's Ladybug and how she's supposed 
to be professional she just...wants to enjoy this if only for amoment longer. And she 
does. 


Chat pulls away first, taking slow even breaths but he keeps his eyes closed. She 
opens hers if only to see the way his blush hasn't faded, still strong under the lines of his 
mask. It even peeks under the top of his collar. 


"Happy Valentine's, Chat," she finally manages. 
He blinks back, his voice hoarse when he replies, "Happy Valentine's, Marinette," 


The sound of her name on his lips is what makes her kiss him again, this time 
with confidence. It's with something that's been building since she was 14 and standing 
on the bars of the Effiel Tower as the wind rushed through her. The kiss reminds her of 
how breathless she felt, how excited it was to free fall knowing she could catch herself 
even as Chat screamed her name. This kiss feels like that, and she moves into his lap to 
match his energy, his hands on her hips as the claws catch on the fabric. 


It's balanced. 


There's a loud sizzle and a pop before the room is awash in green...and a very 
surprised Felix is blinking back at her, hands still on her hips and dressed the most 
casually she's ever seen him in a pair of joggers and t-shirt. He gapes like a fish for a few 
moments, that flush on his cheeks and neck spreading where she can't see before he 
tries a very pathetic, "I can explain?" 


It takes her a moment to make anything more than a small whimper in response 
because...because...because Chat is Felix. Felix is Chat. The boy she had thrown into 
buildings, died to protect her, cried over a madeline she brought him...is the same boy 
she's been pining for. And worst of all, he's seen her in her ratty pajamas that are 
basically a goose holding a club and threatening to bonk someone. 


In the lingering silence, Marinette isn't sure how to tell him that she can't exactly 
explain how her kiss broke his curse either. 


Happy Valentine's indeed. 


> 
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by ColorlessRainbow 


Walking in the park, hand in hand 
Watching in quiet bliss as windows began to haze 
Or maybe a snowball fight would be better? 


After all, her cat was never one to behave 


Stargazing on the rooftops was fun 
Quiet nights- romantic and sweet 
There was that one time though she slipped and fell on some ice 


For his funny bone, that sure was a treat 


Hot chocolate, cookies and marshmallows 
Kissing in the warm in the cold 
Or more hours of crisps and video games? 


Beating her boyfriend just never got old 


A basket of baked goods would be delicious 
With his favourite cakes and croissants 

Or maybe they should bake it together; 

It would be funner than baking alone 


They couldn't possible do all of them at once 
So she had to make up her mind soon 
Valentine's day was just around the corner 
And she had no idea what to do 


How would she prepare the best Valentine’s date 
For her boyfriend if she couldn't even choose? 
Oh sweet holy macarons, honestly 


There were just too many ways to say ‘I love you’ 


(SILENT (Nor) ACHT 


by ColorlessRainbow 


Marinette laughed aloud, a little too loud for nine pm. 


Usually when Chat Noir dropped by, she had more self control: she was more 
quiet and less like aTV on maximum volume. 


She was going to wake up her parents, but come on, how was she not supposed to 
laugh so hard at the superhero of Paris dressed as a reindeer? 


"Ho ho ho!" Rudolf-Chat puffed, obviously enjoying his small audience. Marinette 
didn't find the reindeer cat funny. 


However, she found a reindeer cat in February hysterical. 


"Why didn't you do this at Christmas?" she somehow managed to get out without 
bursting into laughter. Chat Noir did a weird dance, shaking his behind and in turn, the 
bells attached to it. 


"Amazon refused to send it until after Christmas." Chat said, looking a little 
annoyed at the thought, "I payed £9.99 for this thing. I will wear it!" Somehow, Marinette 
found that even funnier and laughed again. He had told her once that money was never a 
problem for him, so getting angry at money seemed too ironic. 


Chat Noir smiled, happy that she was enjoying the show. Marinette still had 
questions though, "Where did you find a reindeer costume big enough for a teenager 
taller than most adults?" Chat shrugged, "I told you, I bought it off Amazon" 


Okay, so dumb question. "Alright then. How did you find a reindeer costume on 
Amazon?" Marinette asked. "What do you mean "оу?" Rudolf-Chat asked like it was 
common knowledge to know where to get one of these. 


The bluenette folded her arms and readjusted herself in her bed. She couldn't 
wait to hear this. 


"I used the Search box." 
Oh. 


She didn't know why she had expected something different. What else would he 
have done? Now she felt like an idiot. 


Chat Noir yawned and stretched his arms, and Marinette didn't have the heart to 
tell him his reindeer suit ripped a bit in the armpit area. 


The echoing silence in the room made her realize just how loud she really had 
been. Mom and Dad aren't awake yet? 


She was too deep in confused thoughts to feel Chat collapse into her bed. 


"Chat!" Marinette yelled as the trays of snacks and hot chocolate mugs went 
flying. "Get up!" Chat Noir immediately pulled back, "Sorry!" 


She quickly got up from under her covers, scurrying to pack the mugs away 
before they made a mess. 


Thankfully, they'd apparently finished their drinks before he put on his 
Valentine's Day gift to her. There were only four cookies Chat had had mercy on and only 
one gave birth to a number of crumbs. 


Overall, not too much damage. Quite lucky. She owed Tikki a few cookies later. 


Marinette sighed in relief, before hearing Chat mumble another apology. She 
turned to see his guilty face, looking down at the messy sheets. There wasn't that much 
of a mess. He didn't need to seem so sorry. "It's fine, Chat. The crumbs will be easy to 
clean" 


His ears pricked up, "Wait... that was why you were upset?" "Silly cat. Why else 
would I be upset?" Chat shrugged and mumbled something. Marinette raised an 
eyebrow. "What?" 


"I thought you didn't want my head in your lap" 
Ohhh. That made sense. 


They had only just started dating a few days after New Year. Their relationship 
was only less than two months old. They weren't even calling themselves 'boyfriend' and 
'sirlfriend' yet. Cheek kisses were the only physical thing they'd done so far, besides 
from a few French kisses maybe once every two weeks. 


"I'm perfectly fine with your head in my lap, Kitty." she said, packing the crumbs 
into the tray. She felt the cold air around her poking at her skin. Her heater was either 
failing at its job or the snowy weather was somehow getting colder. 


He looked at her with a face that deserved to be the new 'surprised Pikachu' 
meme. She tried not to laugh as she rearranged herself under the covers. 


She stretched out her arms like a child, ushering for Rudolph-Chat to come 
forward. Unfortunately, he simply sat there, clueless. She frowned before pulling him 
with all her might on top of her. 


They landed with a large thump as the surprised cat almost crushed the girl 
under his weight. Marinette wheezed and Chat moved, probably trying to get up. "I'm 
fine." Marinette lied, holding Chat tighter in case he didn't believe her. 


He wriggled out of her grip, not to escape thankfully, but to look her in the eyes. 


They stared at each other for what felt like forever. Green looking at bluebell in a 
silent room, with nothing but the snow falling past her window moving. 


Marinette leaned into Chat before immediately regretting it. 


She wasn't mentally prepared for a kiss! What if the little air left in her lungs 
stopped coming? Or what if he didn't want a kiss? Or what if- 


Chat Noir closed the gap between them and sealed the kiss. Marinette almost fell 
backwards in surprise before relaxing into the kiss. 


The kiss seemed too good to be true. It was better than their first, second, third 
and thirteenth. It was sweet, simple and... perfect. For whatever reason, a Valentine's kiss 
hadn't crossed Marinette's mind all day. Now, she was sure it would be all she would be 
able to think about until Christmas. 


As their lips parted, Chat's red nose squeaked after being under the pressure of 
Marinette's face, causing her to giggle quietly. 


Nothing could ruin this moment. Absolutely no- 
"Marinette! What are you laughing at up there?!" 


Oh great, nowthey wake up? 


A 
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HOPEFULLY 


by TooMuchLove 


It was a lonely night. Above the bustling streets of Paris were dark rooftops, the 
perfect place for a black cat. 


Chat Noir glanced at the balcony, a beacon of hope in the dark skies. There was 
Marinette Dupain-Cheng, calm and quiet. She looked peaceful. She looked content. 


Her eyes focused on the many people down below, shifting from one person to 
another. She was almost uneasy, but she was doing her best to repress the feeling. 


Silently crawling along to rooftops, he wondered if he should go over and see her. 
Talk to her. Maybe even tell her. 


He froze when she turned her head to look at him. He felt his heart jump up to his 
throat. “Have some guts, Adrien,” he muttered. He couldn’t be scared. He had no reason 
to be scared. 


“Hey kitty! Come on over,” she laughed, making a wide motion that he certainly 
couldn’t miss, or really, ignore. 


Leaping from the roof, he landed perfectly on the railing, bowing before her. “I 
guess cats really do land on their feet. Or perhaps you’re just a show off?” she raised an 
eyebrow. 


“Take a guess,” he teased, walking on the balcony rail. “Show off then. What are 
you doing here?” she asked, plopping down into her chair. 


“Can I not just hang out?” he asked, feigning offense. “Well I guess you can, but 
usually Scarabella or an akuma is around,” she remarked, tugging a ribbon out of her 
hair. 


She watched him sit down on the railing, and open his mouth as if he wanted to 
speak. “Nevermind. I won't catch any mice if I just leave my mouth hanging open,” he 
laughed, shaking his head. 


Marinette smiled for a moment, but shortly returned to looking at her lap. 
“Scarabella... She really likes you, y'know. She tells me that all the time. Best partner a 
girl could ask for, in her eyes,” she sighed. 


“So you let her hang out here but not me?” he asked, trying to lighten the mood a 
little. “I know her as a civilian,” she replied. 


The conversation died again, and the tension was alive again. Neither of them 
knew what to say. They only knew what they wanted to say. 


“I bet you like her too. She’s perfect, isn’t she? Perfect hair, perfect smile, and 
perfect grades too,” she stated. ‘Perfectly perfect. 


None of it was false either. Alya seemed to be perfect in every way. The city of 
Paris praised her every day. When she messed up, nobody teased her. Nobody said 
‘classic Alya’. 


“Well, of course I like her, she’s my partner. But she’s far from perfect. And she’s 
nothing compared to you. Marinette, you are purrfect, he teased, booping her nose. 


She laughed it off, almost pretending that he hadn’t said anything meaningful at 
all. She was happy he cared, but she didn’t want to believe that he truly did. 


“So you like me now?” she smiled, folding her arms across her chest. “Before now, 
but yeah. What’s it to you?” he asked, pulling her closer. 


“Just wondering,’ she quickly replied, doing her best to mask her nervousness. 
She didn’t know what to say. 


He looked into her eyes, her beautiful doe eyes, and wondered what she was 
thinking at that moment. Was she worrying? Was she doubting? 


Marinette was always calm and collected around other people, around Adrien. 
But around Chat Noir, she was different. Slightly on edge, but more free. 


He wasn’t sure which Marinette was the real one. 


“Do you know why I come by here so often?” Chat Noir asked, slipping through 
the skylight. “Sometimes I wonder. Is it to bug me?” she asked, tossing him a muffin that 
he barely managed to catch. 


“No, he said, taking a bite of the muffin. “Is that what you think of me?” he asked, 
and he could feel Marinette rolling her eyes. “No, but I think it’s something you would 
do. Why do you come here so often?” she asked, spinning her chair to face him. 


“Because you're Marinette!” he replied, a cheeky smile on his face. “Wow, what an 
answer. 


“You know I wouldn’t give you a solution to your problems that easily, 
mademoiselle,” he teased. “Something іп me hoped. Get off my bed, will you? You're 
going to get cat hair all over my sheets,” she said, standing up to tug on his hand. 


Leaping from her bed, he landed once again on his feet. “Seriously, you are such a 
show off! Here I am, worrying that Pm promoting myself too much, and then you take 
every moment you get! Be normal with me for a moment,” she joked. 


“Okay. Pm normal now. You have something important to say?” he asked, giving 
her a genuine look in contrast to the teasing tone. 


“Т guess by ‘be normal) I mean be honest, so be honest with me. Do you... like 
Scarabella? Like, like-like her, not just like. Like, want-to-be-with-her-forever-” “You are 


way ahead of yourself. The answer is still no. I like you. Like, like-like you, not just like. Is 
that what you want to hear?” he asked, grabbing her hand. 


“No! I mean, yes! І mean, are you just saying that?” she panicked, running her free 
hand through her loose hair. “No? You asked me to be honest, so I’m trying my best to be 
honest! Scarabella is only a friend, I don’t understand why that means so much to you!” 
he cried, desperately trying to calm Marinette down. 


“I like you, Marinette. You're perfect just the way you are, it doesn't matter how 
‘perfect’ Scarabella is. But from what I gather, I should be the one asking the questions. 
Do you not like me?” he asked, taking both of her hands in his. 


Her mind was racing. She didn’t have an answer. Did she like him? Or did she like 
that he liked her? 


She liked the way he looked at her. She liked the way he was always there for her. 
She liked the way he would tease her, and the way he always had something to say. 


She liked Chat Noir. 

She definitely liked Chat Noir. 

“J...” She paused, scared but excited to finish what she had to say. 
“I love you.” 


He smiled, and squeezed her hands tighter. He was waiting for this moment for 
longer than he could’ve ever imagined. 


He was happy. He was completed. And for good measure, he got a Valentine just in 
time! 


He laughed a little bit at the absurdity of it all, but in the end, he wanted 
Marinette to be happy. “Marinette... Can I come over here again tomorrow morning? Like 
really early?” he asked, hoping the answer would be yes. 


“Oh, uh, sure. I mean, usually you don't ask, but I don’t mind. Why?” she asked, 
half laughing. 


He could tell she was nervous. But he couldn't give in to telling her all his secrets. 
“You'll see.” 


His final surprise of the week for her was something he could only hope she 
would love. Waiting patiently on the balcony, he could only hope Marinette would accept 
his request. 


She poked her head through the small window, and smiled. Her blue eyes seemed 
to glisten in the rising sun, and she tried to hide an oncoming yawn. 


“It's a bit early for this,” she mumbled, still clearly half asleep. Despite her drowsy 
tone, she was quite put together. She had been preparing for a while, apparently. 


“Marinette, I want to give you the best gift I can,” he said, holding out the 
necklace. 


She paused, and leaned in closer. “A coin on a string?” 


“This isn't a coin on a string, it's a miraculous! I want you to stay protected and 
maybe sometimes join me on a patrol. If Scarabella will let you. But I want you to stay 
safe, even if I'll do my best to protect you. I love you, Marinette.” 


She took the miraculous in her hands, holding it gently. To be with Chat Noir, 
defending him like he's defended her before... She was glad to take the miraculous off his 
hands. 


“Chat Noir... Thank you.” 


“Happy Valentine's Day, my Marinette.” He pressed a quick kiss to her hand, and 
winked as he disappeared into the morning mist. 


(STOLEN @ONFESSION 


by leafweaverRyn 


Trigger warning on the following content: 
Graphic violence. Mentions and use of guns. 


No serious or permanent injuries sustained or death. 


Of course on the day of her date with Félix, her bank card was locked. Not when 
Marinette went shopping earlier that week for new material to make something for him. 
Not when she went with Alya the other day to the beauty shop to debate on make-up 
pallets. Not when she went with Juleka yesterday to get her nails done. It hadto be when 
she went and bought flowers that her bank decided she had gone a step too far. As if her 
bank, and the universe, tutted in a motherly, mocking tone, “Why would you ever want 
to do that, silly girl? Why would you ever buy flowers?” 


She rolled her eyes and stamped her foot as she stood in line. One! Just one 
normal date with one decent guy that doesn't get interrupted by an akuma attack or end 
with me scaring him away by being an absolute mess! 


It didn't help that she was nervous as all Hell. Félix was not Adrien. Adrien knew 
her well enough that they could laugh at her little mistakes, at her clumsiness, at her 
mind jumping from thought to thought to thought, leaving only the thinnest yarn trail. 
She was comfortable around Adrien, but his cousin on the other hand... Félix reminded 
her of a stray cat that had been abandoned by someone who once loved him. He 
regarded the world around him with narrowed eyes, suspicion, and distrust, but deep 
down, I know he's just as soft as Adrien, she thought as the line shuffled forward. I can 
see it when he starts to smile, but catches himself and stops. As if he's been scolded for 
smiling too much in the past. I can see it when his eyes light up when we talk about 
fashion. He just needs someone to take time with him, to sit with him and say his name 
softly and assure him that not everyone is bad. He's been hurt, and I’ve been rejected... 


Marinette unzipped her purse and slid her hand in. To an outsider, she was 
checking her wallet or feeling for her phone. In reality, she was holding Tikki, rubbing 
her thumb across the kwami’s big head. She heard her companion giggle quietly, and 
Marinette smiled at the sound. Taking another breath to steady her nerves, Marinette 
stepped forward again with the rest of the line. 


Her eyes glanced up at the big clock above the teller stations, minutes to noon. 
We're supposed to be meeting in an hour, Marinette thought, hopping on her toes to 


wiggle out her building energy. She was all dressed up for her date, too. It’s Valentine’s 
Day. It wouldn't make sense to wear one of my every-day outfits. For the special 
occasion, she braided her pigtails, framing her face colored with light, natural make-up 
at Alya’s insistence. She hugged her coat and a little giftbag to her chest, her red 
long-sleeved sweater keeping her warm enough. When she twisted impatiently, her pink 
lace-ruffle skirt swished and swayed with her. Marinette settled on sheer hose to keep 
her legs warm and bright red Mary Jane shoes with just a hint of heel. 


To occupy her time, Marinette made the list in her mind, Get my bank card sorted 
out. Go back to the florist, apologize profusely, get those flowers, meet Felix at the cafe. 


Breathe. Remember to breathe in there somewhere. She huffed with a smile, 
feeling the little giftbag hanging from around her wrist under her coat. I hope he likes it. 
Pleeease let him like it. Everything else can go wrong, but please at least let him like it... 


Something unpleasantly hot prickled up the back of her neck, like lightning about 
to strike too close. Her heart raced, and she looked around. The bank lobby was peaceful, 
serene with its ambient music, the sunlight coming in through the tall windows, and the 
people milling about like motes of dust in the air. No, not all people... Her eyes found 
them one-by-one. Men stood at various points around the room, all wearing matching 
trenchcoats and hats. She counted seven. 


Swallowing hard, Marinette lowered her head and adjusted her purse on her 
shoulder. She stepped out of line quickly and headed for the bathrooms. 


One of those men blocked her way. She nearly bounced off of him in her hurry, 
looking up with a shaky smile. 


“Excusez-moi, she apologized, taking a step around him. 

He stepped in her path once more. 

“Get back in line,” he growled. His accent was American. 

“I-I have to use the bathroom, monsieur? 

“It сап wait.” He grinned. “If youre a good girl, this shouldn't take long.” 
Her heart sank. 

The big clock struck noon with loud gongs. 


Suddenly the man in the trenchcoat, and all the other men dressed like him, 
removed their hats and replaced them with masks that revealed only their eyes and 
mouths. Their coats were shed onto the floor and guns were suddenly in their hands. 
One went off, making Marinette and all the other civilians seream and duck. Someone 
was shouting, barking orders at them, but she didn’t hear over her pounding heartbeat. 


I have to get away and transform! 


She tried to stand, tried to run past the man for the bathrooms, but he caught her 
by her arm. His grip was so hard that she cried, knowingthat he was leaving bruises. 
Marinette struggled regardless, twisting her arm to try to wrench him free. All she 
earned for her efforts was a harsh smack across her face that left her seeing stars. The 
man dragged her to where her fellow hostages were being corralled and bound. Other 
robbers were at work dealing with the tellers. Her coat, purse, and giftbag were ripped 
from her arms, tossed aside into a growing pile of belongings that another robber was 
going through. The man holding her yanked her hands behind her back and tied them 
with zip ties. A shove pushed her down to sit on the floor with the others. 


Marinette couldn’t look away from her purse. Tikki... They’re going to find Tikki! 
She's not going to know what's going on! When he got to her purse, Marinette held her 
breath. He got out her wallet and flipped through it, taking the last two five euro notes 
she had left, meant for her coffee date and tip. He got out her phone, turned it over, and 
decided her three-year-old model wasn’t worth keeping and put it back in. She could 
hear the seams straining as he opened her purse as wide as he could to look inside. Even 
her small emergency sewing kit was given a thorough examination, but was replaced as 
well. Her purse was tossed into a growing pile of other purses that had already been 
inspected. She breathed a sigh of relief. She got away... But where did she go? I can't 
transform if she’s gone too far away. 


The robber picked up her gift bag, and Marinette squirmed where she sat. 
“Don’t!” He looked up at her. The zip-ties at her wrists dug into her skin as she struggled. 
Tears bloomed in her eyes. “Take my phone, take my wallet, I don’t care! But don’t 
take-!” 


He shoved his hand into the gift bag and brought out a fistful of white tissue 
paper and colorful fabric. The designer winced as if he had grabbed her instead, knowing 
in her mind just how wrinkled the rich satin was going to be with how rough he was 
handling it. Fabric and tissue paper were untangled from one another with uncaring 
hands, until only the strip of colorful material remained. She had worked so hard on it. 
The sunlight caught on the emerald green fabric, striped with black and silver. In thread 
of the same colors, blending in almost perfectly with the material, little cat paw-prints 
walked their way up the length of the tie. Folding it and getting it to stay in that shape 
had been the hardest part, and now he’s ruining it! The tears burned down her cheeks. 
The robber looked between her and the tie. She could almost see him grinning gleefully 
as he stood. 


“No... Please don't...” 


She was helpless, unable to do anything but watch as he threw her tie on the floor 
and crushed it with his foot. Marinette let out a yelp, as if he had stepped on her. 


“That’s rather ungentlemanly of you...” 


The robber whipped his head to the source ofthe voice, earning a facefull of staff 
that sent him sprawling backwards. Chat Noir twirled his weapon, regarding the robber 
with disinterest of his own as he stepped over the stunned criminal. The heels of his 
thigh-high boots clicked on the stone floor ofthe bank lobby. 


“Hasn’t your mother ever taught you to never crush the hard work ofan ama-” He 
jolted, catching himself short of finishing his thoughts. Marinette sat up straight, eyes 
wide. Blushing, he occupied himselfby kicking the gun away. He cleared his throat. “I 
suppose not, if you think it acceptable to rob others in the first place” 


His eyes and attention lifted to the other robbers, frozen in shock that someone 
was resisting them. Especially with that someone being a hero. Chat Noir grinned, his 
oversized bell jingling quietly as he spun his staff and bowed at the other thieves. 


“Shall we dance?” 


The criminals scrambled to react. The ones closest to Chat were quickly 
dispatched, the hero smacking their hands with his staff to get them to drop their 
weapons before he knocked the brutes away. Others scrambled to fill their bags with 
what they could. A few even fled, leaving empty-handed rather than face the masked 
man. The battle was a blur in the background of Marinette’s mind, her eyes and broken 
heart on that strip of cloth that she had put her heart and soul into. She didn’t see the 
fight or admire Chat as he took down the robbers. Marinette hardly even noticed the 
police arriving and apprehending the wounded, stunned, and knocked out thieves. 
When her hands were cut free, she only rubbed the raw spots in her wrists. As the others 
got up around her, she stayed sitting, unable to move. Her body, mind, and soul had gone 
numb. 


Black and emerald filled her field of view as Chat Noir himself knelt in front of 
her. He accepted a shock blanket from a paramedic and opened it, wrapping it around 
Marinette’s shoulders. The paramedic left them with a first aid kit before walking away 
to leave the fashion designer in Chat’s hands. When she didn’t speak, his gaze followed 
hers. It wasn’t until he picked up the discarded tie that she woke from her daze. She held 
out her hands to him and accepted the crumpled material, holding it to her chest as if 
she were a child again, and he had rescued her beloved doll. 


“T worked... so hard on it...” Marinette mumbled through her sniffles. 


Chat knelt before her once more. Tilting his head, he lifted a corner ofthe blanket 
to dry her tears. “It’s very beautiful. 


“And now it's ruined...” 


“I wouldn't say that” He held out his hand, and she gave it to him. The hero ran 
his fingers along the length, careful of his claws as he stretched, smoothed it out, and 
rolled it. Her heart fluttered at his smile. “Nothing that a good steaming and pressing 
can’t fix” 


Her eyes narrowed on him. “You know about material?” 


The hero grinned. “Do you believe I could live in a fashion capital and be so 
fashionable myself and not know anything about satin?” 


Marinette huffed quietly, lacking the strength and heart to even giggle. He opened 
up the first aid kit and accepted her hand in his, lightly dabbing her rubbed-raw wrists 
with a square of alcohol. She bit her tongue to keep from hissing in pain. 


“I don’t have time to fix it...” Her attention went to the nearby clock. The whole 
ordeal had taken half an hour. Marinette’s internal Ladybug did the math. Police are 
going to want statements from everyone, our possessions need to be sorted out, some of 
which may be confiscated as evidence. And then the medics are going to want to check 
my cheek and my wrists after he’s done... Swallowing hard, she shook her head. “I’m not 
going to make it...” 


“To what?” 
“T have a date.” 
Chat’s hand paused for a heartbeat. “A business date or...?” 


She shook her head, fresh tears forming. “No, Pm um... I’m supposed to be 
meeting with someone I really really like at one o’clock for a coffee date. Not only am I 
going to be unbelievably late, but I’m also going to have a stepped-on, ruined gift. All 
because I wanted to get him flowers too...” Marinette barked a weak laugh, wiping her 
face with a shaking hand. “Maybe this is the universe trying to spare me from being 
disappointed again. Why else could a first date go so wrong before it even starts? He 
probably doesn’t even like me, and only agreed to go on a date to get me to shut up...” 


“He likes you.” 
It was her turn to look at Chat in surprise. 


His eyes were her friction-burned wrists and the rolled-up tie in her hands, the 
corners of his lips lifted in a soft smile that made her think of pressed daisies and 
sunlight on book pages. He was gentle as the pad of his thumb rubbed antibiotic 
ointment on her skin. 


“I know him, the gentleman you're going to go see. And he does like you. His way 
of showing it may not be the same as what you’re used to with others, but...” Chat’s eyes 
lifted to meet hers. “You’re kind, compassionate, brave... Beautiful... How could he not 
like you?” 


Marinette giggled quietly, rubbing the tears from her cheeks. “I know we’re 
friends and all... but I can’t decide if you sound encouraging or jealous... Or are you being 
over-protective again?” 


His smile grew. “Perhaps, but I know that he admires you quite a bit. So much so... 
that I promise he’ll have flowers for you as well.” 


“Say it like that, Chat, and I almost believe you...” 


They shared a quiet chuckle, and he resumed his work. Over the length of his 
career as being Chat Noir, the blond hero had learned how to tend to others after 
attacks, when there weren't enough paramedics or when he knew one victim or another 
needed it more than the rest. It was one ofthe things she loved about him. 


When he was finished, Chat stood, holding a hand to her. Marinette accepted that 
hand and his strength, and pulled herself to her feet. 


Chat gave her hand a gentle squeeze, then let go. 


“I must be going,” Chat said quickly. He winked. “Tl tell Félix that you'll be 
running late.” 


“Wait, how did you -” 
The hero leapt away before she could finish. 


“Know it was Felix...” Marinette sighed, shaking her head. He said he knew Felix... 
but how? 


As she feared, and expected, it wasn’t for another hour before the police and 
paramedics released her to resume her day. Coat on and crumpled gift bag in hand, she 
left the bank to wander the streets of Paris, limping a little from stiff legs. Marinette had 
half a mind to cancel the date. Make-up smeared, gift ruined... She reached into her 
purse to feel Tikki, the kwami having returned at some point during her conversation 
with Chat. The only good thing about what happened is the bank finally got my card 
sorted out... 


Her kwami gently nudged her phone into her hand. The designer sighed. Maybe I 
should text him... She chewed on her lip. Chat... How does he know so much about Félix? 
Or was he talking about himself just to make me feel better? Marinette smiled at her 
shadow on the sidewalk. Chat and Félix... They’re so much alike that - 


“Marinette2” 


She stopped short at the sound of her name, spoken by a familiar voice. Marinette 
blinked, rubbing her eye with her hand. 


“Félix!” 


The blond had his hands tucked behind his back, his dark gray coat pristine 
compared to how stepped-on she felt and knew she looked. As relieved as she should 
have been, Marinette was confused instead. The cafe we were meeting at is blocks away! 


He gave her a brief, small smile and a bowing tilt of his head in greeting. “Ihad 
hoped to meet you halfway,” Félix hummed quietly. “A... mutual acquaintance informed 
me that you would be running late due to some unfortunate circumstances...” 


Marinette laughed weakly. “That’s putting it mildly...” She shook her head and 
offered him the wrinkled gift bag. “It got caught in the cross-fire, but... I made this for 
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you. 
“Ah, thank you” 


Felix’s brought out his hands from behind his back, revealing the bouquet he'd 
been hiding from her. Marinette's vision blurred as he traded it for her bag so casually, 
as if they had planned the gift exchange. The roses and orchids melted together into 
shades of pink and white between her budding tears. Her heart fluttered as she blinked 
away the gathering dew to watch him open his gift. Bringing out the rolled tie, Félix’s 
smile grew. 


“It's very beautiful.” He lifted an eyebrow at her, smiling a knowing, familiar 
smile. “Such a pity... that someone would crush the hard work of an amazing young 
woman.” 


Her heart fluttered. 
“But... nothing that a good steaming and pressing can’t fix.” 


Licking her lips, she almost didn’t trust herself to speak. “You know about 
material?” 


“Of course...” The blond grinned. “Do you believe I could live in a fashion capital 
and be so fashionable myself and not know anything about satin?” 


“Or hexleather...” Marinette mumbled, tears returning to her eyes. 
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